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leading members of the Italian colony, and a number
of other friends, to drop in and eat the excellent
fried potatoes which my maid Ersilia cooked in the
way which Italians love and other mortals do not
despise, and these were served with vermuth.

About this time I was rather indisposed in health
and I imagined I was suffering from cancer of the
stomach, which, unhappily, was rather prevalent
then; and the opinion was that it might be owing
to the defective war-time food.

Notwithstanding my taking camomile tea and
various other ingredients, I seemed to get worse and
worse.

One morning I took my courage in both hands and,
having made the appointment, I directed my foot-
steps to a stomach specialist in Harley Street, dread-
ing in my heart that he would confirm my fears. On
entering his consulting-room I hastily said to him:
" I know I have cancer, so don't lie to me. I am
already prepared for my end, and it is useless to
pay for operations which are seldom of any ultimate

use/'

He seemed a bit bewildered as to how to answer
me, but proceeded to examine me. The examination
was brief, and with an amused smile he said : " You
needn't make ready for your end yet, it is but a new
beginning. You are to become a mother! "
In spite of this, I continued my work at the theatre.
On 6th June, 1917,1 played my part in Romance as
usual. After the matinee I went home for my dinner;
I suddenly felt so ill that I 'phoned Doris Keane that
I dared not appear that evening.
At 9 a.m., on 7th June, 1917, my son Gianandrea
born.